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stood there heaving with indignation, his hands on
his hips, while young Timothy looked on, his eyes
wide with interest. And Broad was blowed yet
further when Titchett, twitching Broad's gown,
whispered in his ear:

* Do you know 'oo it is?   It's the little girl of that
loose woman in Seatown, Fanny Clarke!   That's 'oo
it is/

* And how do you know?' Broad asked sus-
piciously,

* Everyone knows.    She's always all over the
town, stealing when she's got a chance------'

Broad leant forward and shook the child's arm.
Dirty and dishevelled she was, her black stockings
full of holes and her thin frock torn. She gazed at
them with wild eyes, then slipped like a little eel
under Broad's arm and was down the steps and along
the nave before a thing could be done.

4 Well, I'm blowed 1' said Broad again. * How
the dickens did she get into the place?'

* Most mysterious/ said Titchett.   * Must have
been in here all alone.'

However, there was no time to waste. People were
beginning to arrive although it was but a quarter-
past seven. Mr. Doggett had gone up into the organ-
loft. Titchett stationed himself near the West Door.
Broad moved through the nave, seeing that the carol-
sheets were properly arranged on every chair,

Timothy, less afraid now of being alone, wan-
dered away to the Black Bishop's Tomb and, as he
loved to do, gazed at every detail of it. Someone
had once told his father, he being by, a story about
a visitor who was locked in by mistake one night and
had to wait until morning alone in the Cathedral.